MODERN POETRY 1922-1934

To be one with that spirit from whom all life springs,
And therein to behold all beauty for ever.

Perhaps the linnet too is more than dust: perhaps
She, though so small, of so quick-perishing beauty,
Is none the less a part of His immortal dream
And beneath her breast cherishes the divine life.

SIR HENRY NEWBOLT

THE RED GROUSE

I NEVER hear the red grouse yap upon a windy moor
But a door goes clang in Elfinland, and I'm inside the

door,
I'm forty million miles away from all the wheels that

run,
I'm one with winds and waterfalls, and swinging to

the sun.                                                         Io

For the red grouse is a wilding bird that's mightier

than the lark,
He's lightning to the weary heels, and drumfire in the

dark ;
I dread no more the tarry wheels that grind the

pineward track,
For the voice of God calls out of him, " Go back ! Go

back!   Go back!"

The moorland is the throne of God where iron must

fade away,
And there the red grouse challenges the tyrants of a

day;
The cars steal up the hazel dale, there's tar on every

track:
But the moorland blows for bugle call, " Go back!

Go back!   Go back!"

172